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The sound of wailing guitar filled the tiny apartment on this brutal summer afternoon. The air conditioner 
struggled to keep up with the near 100 degree heat. California was unforgiving in the summer, yet also an 
unforgiving reminder of pain. 


The twenty three year old shredded his guitar with a vicious anger. This anger was build up over the last few 
years. Not being noticed, not being loved by the one person his heart refused to let go of. If only James would 
stop being so blind 


Placing his White Zombie guitar down, he stands up and stretches. The guitar wasn't filling the air with the 
sadness he felt so he heads to the closet. Pulling out a dusty red leather case, he moves back to the living 


room. 


Kirk first learned the violin in elementary school. He continued to use it occasionally but eventually found 
guitars as a main hobby. Pulling out the violin, he tuned it a little and took a deep breath. None of the other 
band members knew of his violin skills. If they did, they would more than likely pick on him. 


Rising from his suede sofa, Kirk rested the instrument under his chin. Closing his eyes, he allowed all thought 
focus on James for a moment. Doing this opened up all of his feelings of sorrow, anger and love for James to 


flood in. 


Now fueled by feeling, he raised the bow to the violin and let it glide over the strings slowly. Overflowing 
feelings Turned into a woeful melody. Then the anger followed causing faster playing and an increased heart 
rate. Tears burned his eyes as the song faded to a powerful love. Love that could not be expressed to the 


man he wished for. 


Closing his eyes, he played louder and with more emotion than before. His face was wet from crying and chest 
aching from being ignored for so long. Then the sound of boots clacking on the floor caused him to open his 


eyes and stop playing. His mouth fell open as he couldn't believe what he is seeing. 


James, standing also with his mouth wide open in awe of what he heard, stood motionless. Why didn't Kirk ever 
tell anyone he could play? does he not understand how sweet it would have sounded in the band? James notices 


Kirk's red eyes and wet face, knowing something wasn't right. 


"Kirk.that sounded amazing! Why haven't you ever shared that with the band? It could have been on a few 


albums!" 


Sniffling, Kirk replies, "| was worried you would pick on me or call me a dork" Staring at the floor, he rubs his 
hands through the thick mass of black curls on his head. Why, out of all the times, did James have to walk in 


now? Geez, he didn't even knock! 


"Not at all man! Hell, wanna know my secret? | play piano. | never told people either because of the same 
reason.” He chuckles and walks a bit closer to Kirk Startled, Kirk jumped back. 


"Hey man, why are you crying anyways? Did Lars piss you off? Or did your lady get in a fight with you?" 
James tries to sound funny, yet it was a failed attempt. Kirk just clammed up and shook his head like usual. 
Why is he always so shy? Deciding its not worth the fight, James turns on is heel and says, "Well if your up 
to it, we are heading to the mall in an hour so | stopped by to tell you." 


Kirk is so furious. Why doesn't James ever care enough? Sure he asked what was wrong, but then he laughed 
it off basically. Kirk turned to set the violin down and just replied "Yeah, sure." He didn't want James to see the 


tears of anger on his face. 


James walked towards the screen door slowly and quietly. There was a wall separating the foyer from the 
living room and James quickly hid there for a few moments. He figured he may find out more information on 
Kirk, or he would get to hear Kirk play again. Either way, it would be a win-win situation. Holding his breath, he 


listened hard. 


Kirk picked up the violin again, placing it under his wet chin and let the sorrow ring in the air for about a 
minute. This wasn't working, so he played more angry, more angst. Letting the rage he felt build even more, it 
flooded his mind. The need to get physical was growing and it's fast. Taking the neck of the violin in his right 
hand, he smashes it against the wall. Screams crept up in his throat and begged for release. "WHY? FUCK 
JAMES, WHY WON'T YOU EVER NOTICE!" he screamed. The guitar was the next thing in his reach and he went 


for the neck of it as well. 


The noise startled James and sent him running back in the living room. He immediately saw Kirk heading for the 
guitar, and then saw the broken violin. Daring to look at Kirk's expression, all James could read was anger. "No 


Kirk! Don't ruin your favorite guitar!" was all he could say. 


Kirk already had the guitar in hand, beginning to swing it against the wall when he realized James was there 
again. Stopping mid swing, he realized James must have come back in for something and probably heard all of 
what was screamed. Frozen in fear, he watched as James reached to save him. Realizing his anger is gone, he 
sets down the guitar and falls to his knees. 


"What were you thinking dude? That guitar is one of a kind, and not to mention, we also have a gig tomorrow!" 


James spat out. 


Bowing his head, Kirk allowed his hair to cover his face as he spoke, "What does it matter?" The heat rose in 


the room. 


James didn't want to anger Kirk again. it really was a one of a kind piece. Yet, it wasn't as important as what 
he heard Kirk scream earlier. The need to understand this whole situation was eating away at James. He spoke 


cautiously, "Kirk, why don't you stand up and let's talk about what is going on?" 
Making a snorting noise, Kirk responded, "See, there you go. Always ignoring what is really important!" 


"How can you even say that when I'm standing RIGHT HERE trying to help you?" James tone rose to agitation 
and there was a hint of hurt as well. How could he insult James like that? They go through everything 
together and now this? 


Taking a labored breath, Kirk hisses, "The situation isn't important, you dumb ass! You have yet to even ASK 
about my feelings! All you ever ask about is why this thing is happening and your only worry is the band 
possibly falling apart due to it!" 


Kirk covers his face with his hands, letting sobs rattle his tiny frame. The statement felt like a verbal blow in 
the gut to James. He realizes the truth behind the statement, yet all these years he has never noticed it. 
Sure, he is worried about the band day and night. Its their livelihood and without that, where would they be? 
Always living life in the fast lane, James rarely stopped to check on anyone's emotions. Now he truly does feel 


like an ass. 


"Kirk, please stand up. You want to tell me how you feel, then stand up and tell me, man to man" James says 


in a stern, yet caring tone. 
Surprised, Kirk wipes his eyes and looks at James, "Really?" was all that could come out. 


"Really. What you said earlier too, we need to talk about" The reply was concerned, and James was scared to 
know what will come next. Yet, how bad could it be? Its not like he will say anything crazy..right? 


End of Silence 
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The unknown meaning behind all of this is terrifying to James, yet Kirk is scared as well of the reaction he will 


receive. 


Pulling out a chair at the head of the table, James flips the back around against the table, then straddles it. 
Kirk pulls the opposite chair out and sits, crossing his legs. The poor oak table has seen its better days, 


weathering beer pong challenges, jam sessions and on occasion, rough sex. 


Both remain quiet for a moment but the silence kills James. Deciding to be the elephant in the room he chimes 
in, "So Kirk, about what you hollered earlier to the heavens, what did that mean exactly? | do notice you, 
because if | didn't, you wouldn't have made it through the auditions for Metallica” Clasping his hands over the 
back of the chair, he waited for Kirk's response. 


Taking a long time responding, finally Kirk speaks. "You weren't supposed to hear that but I'm afraid to tell you. 
| love the band and it would kill me if you kick me out.." His voice trailed off. Heart thundering in his throat, he 


silently wondered if he was digging his grave with each word spoken. 


"Kirk, you know nothing will make us fire you unless it harms yourself or others. You are a vital piece of who 


we are." James reassured. 


"But it will affect our lives James. I+ will change how you all look at me." he mumbles towards the floor. How 


can he just come out and say it? 


"Come on Kirk. Just spit it out and quit tiptoeing around it. You asked me to listen but you gotta freaking talk!" 


James is trying, but his patience is wearing too thin. 


"Finel You do NOT notice me! Ever! Sure you hear my music but do you really look at me? No, you don't! For 
years I've been trying so hard!" Kirk's voice cracks like lightning in the air between them. Biting down on his 


quivering lip, tears roll again and his chest feels like exploding from heart break. 


"Fuck Kirk, how else do you want me to notice you? Do you want a grand entrance into every room or some 


shit?l" 


"No! Do you think | try extra hard to look good for my health? Do you think | stay single and avoid girls for no 
reason?! Oh no, | have a reason for those things!" Kirk is back to yelling. Actively crying hard in front of James 


and hugging his body to stop shaking. 


James chuckles and says, "So what, your telling me you're gay? That's all? We all kind of guessed that already 


anyways." 


Kirk can't take it any longer. Holding the words in is causing him excruciating pain. Thinking it over once more, 


he decides to just go for it. Legs weak, he stands, "James..l.fuck | cant do this." he says with a shaking voice. 


Noticing how bad Kirk was shaking, James knew it was a big deal but shit! Kirk's acting like a pregnant fifteen 
year old trying to confess to her parents! "Kirk grow some balls and spit it out!" He yells and shoots up from 
his chair. 


With no warring, the next statement came at James like a speeding bullet. Kirk turned, looking James dead in 


the eyes with a clenched jaw, "I am gay James and l'm in love with youl" 


James mouth fell open, and Kirk felt like a land mind that exploded, empty after detonation. Feeling the need to 
run now, James crept back slowly. Seeing him inch away, Kirk could only beg between sobs, "James, James 


please don't gol" 
"Lugh." was all James could say, still in shock. This only worsened Kirk's state. 
Full on screaming, Kirk falls to his knees, clutching an aching heart. "JAMES PLEASE! DONT LEAVE ME HERE!" 


Feeling sick, James turned and ran. This was way too much all in one day for him. Now out of the apartment, 
he realized his keys were on the coffee table but he couldn't return right now. The flight response in James 
kept his feet moving. His boots crunched against the gravel road as he ran. 


The sky was gray and it roared with thunder as he kept pushing forward. Feeling something wet on his face, he 
touched it assuming a rain drop but it wasn't. Tears were streaming down his hard face. When did he even 


start crying?! Did Kirk see?! Much more importantly, why was he crying? 


The bottom fell out of the sky and rain hammered down on James. The only shelter in sight was a small 
abandoned house with a covered porch. Rushing over to it, he sits down on an old rocking chair. Finding no 


comfort in his mind, he knows exactly why he is crying. The hard part will be admitting it to himself. 


Kirk lay on his side on the cold floor screaming as loud as he could His eyes hurt from crying and his throat 
was getting raw. Now that he has ruined it all, he finds the strength to stand up and begin packing all of his 
important things. He had to go because even if he wasn't kicked out of the band, James would treat him like he 


was radioactive. The only other option was suicide and Kirk wasn't really wanting to die.. 


Mixing Love and Violence 
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Nearly done collecting his things, Kirk is about to head out of the same screen door that his whole world ran 
away through. The Grey Hound bus station is about I5 minutes away and he begins to search for the long lost 
phone book to call a cab service. Placing the suitcases at the door, he begins his search while choking back the 
lump in his throat. 


Meanwhile James is waiting on the relentless rain to let up. Yet, the rain has caused him to halt an think. 
Rocking in the weathered chair, he finally swallowed his stupid pride and admitted the one thing he has been 
hiding for years. James knew he was gay, but he couldn't admit that while being the lad singer of Metallica 


Yet, no amount of alcohol and women could eliminate the truth. 


He never thought about actually loving Kirk openly. He had vowed never to fall for Kirk in order to keep his 
image up for the band. But hell, Kirk always was sexy, loving and selfless towards James. Yes, he did notice Kirk 


trying, but James tried to ignore | in order to save face. 


The world is changing however and going on for a whole lifetime faking his feelings would kill him. Hell, his music 
preaches realness, self awareness and fuck who doesn't like it. Thinking, he made his decision to go back and tell 
Kirk the truth this time. "I mean shit, | am James Motherfucking Hetfield. Besides, Judist Priest, Elton John and 
David Bowie make money still and they are all gay." he thought aloud. 


A sound causes him to stop and look up. Traveling rather slow, a yellow cab comes up from the distance. "A 
cab?" he says to himself. Then reality slaps him across the face. "Shit! Kirk nol" He screams as he launches 
from the chair. The rain is still beating down but he doesn't care. Leaving the house, abandoning again as its 
owners had done before, James uses pure adrenaline to rush back to Kirk's house. "Its not over Kirk! Fuck say 
its not over please!" he thinks as he beats his boots against gravel. Tears flowing harder down his face, James 


vows to beat the cab. 


Back at the apartment, Kirk finishes his departure letter to James, then places his keys on top of it. It read, 
"Dear James, l'm sorry | ruined your life and band. Forgive me for leaving, but if | cant have you then | need 
to be on my way. | cannot change who | am and I'm only human.| wish you and the band the best of luck. Ill be 


on my way to my parents house by the time you read this. | love you, truly love you. Hammett." 


Grabbing his suitcase, he heads out the screen door, hearing it crash back against its frame causing more 
tears. The cab pulls up and the driver gets out to assist with Kirk's bags. The driver is a frail old man and 
Kirk insisted on helping him, yet the old man's pride in his job is something Kirk could not crush. Yet, the old 


man takes forever packing the cab. As he waited, Kirk realized he forgot the cab money on the table and goes 


one last time inside to grab it. 


Almost there, James can see the cab driver packing up suitcases and his heart shatters in his stomach. With 
the last bit of energy James has, he steams full speed ahead. His lungs burn and legs ache when he reaches 


the car. 


Not seeing Kirk in the car, instinct drives James inside. Finally, he greets Kirk in the kitchen. Two pair of red, 


swollen crying eyes meet. It's now or never James thinks. 
"Please Kirk, goddamn it don't leave!" James pleads, voice cracking in the process. 


"James, you ran while | laid on the floor begging you not to leave. Why should | give you what you couldn't give 


me?" he says, wounded further seeing James crying. 


"Besides, you're only worried about losing a guitarist. You don't love me and | cant handle being near you every 
day..Thank you for everything. Goodbye James." he says in between sobs. Pushing past James, he briskly heads 
to the cab. 


Frozen, James stands there silently crying as he hears the cab drive off. The apartment now silent and empty 
causes him to lose all self control. The table is his first victim, lashing out with his right leg he kicks it hard 
enough to flip it over. Splinters of wood fly from the contact point and the small candy dish shatters on the 


floor. 


Choosing a chair next, he swings it against the wall and the legs fly in various directions. Not able to hold back 
his barbaric screams, he lets them out. A few holes in the wall later, he runs out of steam and its on the 
floor. Bottle of whiskey in his hand that was left on the counter, he viciously chugs down in hopes of drowning 
this pain. A glance over reveals Kirk's White Zombie guitar. Shit that was his favorite too, James thinks. This 


only brings more tears and more whiskey consumed. 


Far Beyond Gone 


Author's Notes: 
| DO NOT OWN THESE CHARACTERS NOR DO! CLAIM THIS STORY TRUE. PLEASE ENJOY! 


The screen door comes crashing open as if a bull ran through it. Startling James, he springs to his feet, 


praying it was Kirk. Wrong. It was only Lars, who seemed quite irate. 


"What the fuck James Allen Hetfield!? Jason and | have been waiting for hours!" Lars barked, then took in the 
scenery. Punctured sheetrock, shattered glass and wood splinters lay across the room. Looking at James again, 


Lars can see James has been crying, his hair a wet mess, muddy boots and of course whiskey in his hand. 


"James what happened in here?" he asked more concerned now. Looking up at green eyes, James could only 


begin sobbing again. 


"James, where is Kirk!? You are too drunk to even talk." he growled and began searching the house for a 


missing Kirk. James manages to stand, and walk to Lars. 
"You wont find him here. He left, for good." Falling to his knees, he sobbed in his hands. 


Grabbing James by the hair, he forces James to look him in the eyes, "Hetfield you better start talking and | 


mean right fucking now!" 


James explains everything, including the truth about how he is. He pours his feelings out like never before and 
feels pathetic doing it. Lars listens carefully and then stands. Grabbing his keys, he yanks James out of the 


house and into the car. 


"Where are we going ass hole?" James slurs out. Since Lars took away the whiskey, James has managed to 


sober up a little bit. 


‘lm taking you home, your going to grab your acoustic guitar and then I'll drive you to grab a bite to sober 


you up." Lars rattled off like a drill sergeant. There is one way to fix this, and it will take one hell of a miracle 


to work. If anyone, Lars knows Kirk the best, hell that's his best friend. 


Arriving at James brick house, Lars throws the car in park and looks over at James, "Go grab your guitar and 


a clean change of clothes. Ill wait here." 


Walking in the house wasn't bad, but on James dresser he has pictures of Kirk.More salt in the wound. 
Grabbing a black shirt and new jeans, he hastily changes and grabs the guitar. Wondering what the hell a guitar 
will solve, he gets back in the car with Lars. They ride in silence until they pull up at Waffle House. 


As they enter, people stare and ogle at them, but now is no time for fame. Taking a corner table, Lars orders 


black coffee and waffles for James and a lime Diet Coke for himself. Now its time for business. 


"Ok Hetfield, here's how you do this, but you better make sure its what you want!" he orders and points a 
finger. 


"You think | punched holes in the walls because | was unsure?" he snaps back, then shoves waffle in his mouth. 


‘Music and sentimental shit is how you can swoon Kwirk. He likes the mushy love stuff that girls like. Once 


your done eating, we have one more stop before we get to him." he pauses, catching his breath. 


"Your stupid ass is going to buy him a gold necklace and some flowers.” he continues, "Then you will sing him a 
freaking love song that will make him cry in joy. Its that simple." Lars says then looks as if he just taught a 
blind man to see. 


"You sound super sure this will work" James retorted as he shoved more waffle in his mouth. 
"Trust me, James. He is my best friend" Is all he replies. 


Thirty minutes later, they have a whole bundle of blood red roses, and a white gold chain that a tiny bat 
dangling on it. Kirk loves gothic stuff so that seemed perfect. Now, entering the subdivision where Kirk's 
parents live, James heart is thudding against his chest. 


The plan is this; Lars will go in alone and convince Kirk to come check out his ‘sweet new car’. Once they are 
outside, James will be leaning against the car and begin the love song with his guitar. If all goes well, James will 
finish the song, hand Kirk the roses and finally get on a knee and present the necklace, asking Kirk if he will be 


James husband. 


The song chosen is Say You'll Haunt Me by Stone Sour. Its spooky like Kirk loves everything, yet its a romantic 
love song. James watches as Lars enters the house, damn near forgetting to breath. Nervously he tries to fix 


his hair and hum the song so he doesn't get it wrong. 


What seemed like eternity later, the door slowly creaks open Lars steps out, no Kirk to follow.. James begins 
to panic and tears threaten to fall from his blue eyes. Finally, Kirk steps out. He looks rough, red eyed and 
possibly hung over. His red robe tied around him, and his hair in a bun allowed James to see Kirk in the raw. 
James heart swells at the sight of Kirk, yet he is fearful of Kirk walking away again 


Kirk finally looks up, meeting eyes with James. Hurt and love mix in Kirk's eyes and he goes to turn away. 


Panicking, James starts strumming nervously, missing a few small notes and a shaky voice. 


"Little supernovas in my head, little soft pulses in my den. Little souvenirs and secrets shared, little off guard 


and unprepared. 


| was never good enough to find, | was never bad enough to mind. In the middle, | will do my best, take me in 


your arms and leave the rest. 
| will give you anything to.. 


Say you'll want to stay, you want me to. Say you'll never die, you'll always haunt me. | want to know | belong to 


you, Say you'll haunt me." 


This stopped Kirk dead in his tracks, then he walked forward as James finished the song. Setting his guitar 
down, he picks up the roses and walks the rest of the way to Kirk. 


"Here you go, darling." James says trembling as he hands the roses over to their rightful owner. 


Taking a step back, James gets down on one knee and removes the black velvet box from his back pocket. 
Shaking so much, James nearly drops it as he opens the box. The white gold glimmered in the sun light. 
Clearing his throat, James began. 


"Kirk Hammett, | love you, and | truly mean that from the bottom of my heart. You are an angel from heaven 
and my god | was foolish enough to let you slip away. | would love nothing more than to take care of you, take 
you around the world and show you off everywhere, that is if you accept?" James voice broke off and tears 


fell away from his face. He did love Kirk and now he doesn't have to hide it anymore. 


"James. ugh..wow.." Kirk barely got out of his mouth and he stopped. Tears again flood Kirk's eyes, as he drops 


the roses to the ground. James heart broke in a million pieces and Lars mouth dropped open 


Then out of nowhere, to everyone's surprise, Kirk launches at James. When his body meets up with James, he 
hugs James so tight and they fall over in the grass. Crying, Kirk buries his face in James neck and whispers, 
"Oh god yes James! This is more than | could ever ask for! | fucking love you so much!" 


Lars being himself, cuts into the beautiful moment, "Ok love birds, give us what we all have been dying to see!" 


Pulling their bodies upright, James looks into Kirk's eyes, grabs his chin softly and kisses him deep with burning 
passion Returning the kiss, Kirk wraps his arms around James neck and fiercely kisses James. Both cry as 


they break their kiss for air. 


‘| love you Kirk, and I'll never stop. Please, please come home with me. Leave that crumby apartment and start 
a life with me." 


James whispers in Kirk's ear. 


"Yes baby, of course | will” Kirk replies as they stand. Kirk takes James by the hand, "Let's go and meet my 


parents!" he laughs. 


